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Summary:
How Ashley gets into the habit of constantly teasing Andrew (it is sibling torment on steroids)

Work Text:
Andrew Graves was well-worn to the notion that he very rarely got a single moment to himself. Due to the size of the apartment, both of his parents needed to be occupied; this was the easiest part of the equation. Distracting Ashley was a different situation altogether. To put it simply, she would need to have something significantly better to do than follow her brother around, and most of the time, she was too bored to consider any alternative to torment.

That night was one where all of the external forces aligned. His father had picked up an odd job working the night shift at some corporation, so he was out of the house altogether. His mother, exhausted from her shift earlier that day, had fallen asleep on the couch to the obnoxious roar of TV commercials. Finally, through methods that Andrew did not care to reason through, Ashley had worn herself out. On her end of their room, she was fast asleep, turned to face the wall.

Everything was perfect.

The desktop that lived in his parents’ room – a beat-up old thing that was liable to burst into flames if it had to think about more than two or three things at once – was not worth clearing any browser history from. His parents used pornographic sites, too. It was more than likely his father, judging from the fact that he couldn’t imagine his mother watching piss videos. If anything, he was doing the poor man a favor by adding less outlandish things to the search bar. That was how he justified his habits, at least.

Andrew never spent more than ten minutes searching for the right video. His tastes were, in his opinion, fairly tame. He did not require much more than the woman – or women – being vocal, maybe some titfucking if it made itself easy enough to find.

The video that he landed on began with a woman in lingerie, asking question after question in a low, humming tone to the man sitting on the bed. Andrew pulled his pants down and did his best to ignore the tacky music playing in the backdrop. He fucking hated that music. There was no alternative to its presence. If he turned it down, he would be bombarded by the sounds of the commercials in the neighboring room, and he could not allow that to happen. He could not think about the contents off of the screen, about the people in the building, for too long. What a way to kill a boner.

The man not only approved of her attire, he began to prove his admiration by peppering her throat and chest with kisses. The bra came off. Her panties followed. Andrew coated his hand in lotion from the half-empty bottle beside the keyboard and began to touch himself. He wasn’t hard yet. That would change quickly. Already he felt his heart stutter at every other moan, at every pet name that crept from the woman’s lips.

The couple was on the bed. The woman was sprawled out on her back, her breath hitching over and over in tandem with the man slamming into her. She was painstakingly beautiful, even more so without her clothes. Her hair, long and jet-black, was half-clenched in the man’s fist. Andrew couldn’t help himself. He ran his starving eyes over her body again and again, his hand only pumping faster around his hardened cock. Normally, he could care less about the nameless figures in the videos he pleasured himself to. Not this time. He adjusted in the chair as if to mirror the man’s position. He fucked his hand harder, vengefully. His wrist was getting sore.

The man in the video changed positions at breakneck speed. He gripped his counterpart by the hips and began to use her like a toy. Fuck . Andrew’s dick throbbed in his hand. The desire to be able to do the same possessed him like an angry spirit and he moaned under his breath. She was so much smaller than him. He moved her so effortlessly and, God, the sounds she made. He wanted to pull her hair and expose her throat. He wanted to litter it with bite marks.

He turned the volume up. The music, once obnoxious and head-filling, was miles away under the sound of the woman’s moans. She begged her counterpart for more, for him to make it hurt, and in his helplessness Andrew gripped the seat of the chair. The man was beginning to moan, his hips beginning to jolt. He muttered that he would come in her.

“What? No, don’t come in me. Mom’s gonna kill us if you come in me.”

A low, shaky groan escaped his lips. He was close already, and her words made his cock jolt. Just a little bit more. Just a well-placed cry, or a different angle of her breasts, or something, anything .

“Is that what I think that is?”

No, not that. Anything but that. Those words did not come through the headphones.

“Ashley, please, for the love of God–”

“I can’t believe you, Andy! You’re such a perv! ”

Andrew didn’t know what to do. Sirens – or, perhaps, the shitty music – blared in his head in warning and shame. He closed the tab out and pulled his pants back up, as if the thin fabric would hide anything.

“What the fuck are you even doing in here?” he hissed.

“I was going to ask you the same thing, but I think we both know the answer now.” She was smirking in the blue light of the screen. “I can’t believe you come into our parents’ room to jack off.”

“Where else am I supposed to do it?”

She shrugged. “In your bed, with a playboy, like a real man.”

No. He couldn’t do that. He wouldn’t be able to. He positioned his arm between his thighs in an attempt to cover the obvious bulge he sported. Ashley was just over his shoulder. Had she seen the video’s title? He prayed that she hadn’t.

“Can you leave now?”

“What, so you can get back to those bimbos online? I’ll pass.”

Andrew groaned and buried his face in his hands. “Of course you will.”

“It’s not like they mean anything to you. I’m your sister.”

“ Mhm. ”

“They… don’t mean anything to you, right?”

“ They don’t mean anything to me, Ashley. ” Maybe if he placated her, she would leave him be. His groin was beginning to hurt.

Instead, she hugged him from behind. He felt her press her temple against his hair. Please stop.

“Good! You’re still my brother, Andy, even if you are a filthy, disgusting pervert.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m going back to bed now. You should, too. It’s practically two o’ clock.”

“Sure. I will soon.”

“By the way, you should really watch how loud you make those videos.” She grinned. “ Mom’s gonna kill you if she catches you. ”

His stomach sank. Guilt rattled in his head and he covered his burning face with his hand once again.

“You’re never going to let me forget about this, are you?”

“Oh, Andy, I don’t see any reason why I would!”